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The T aming of the Shrew, 

’Twill bring you gaine,or peulhon the Teas. 

Bap. T he gamtl/eeke, is quiet methe match. 

Cjre. No doubt but he hath got a quiet catch , 

But now Bapt fia, to your yongrr daughter. 

Now is the day we long hauc looked for, 

I am yourncigbbour and waslutor full. 

Tra. And 1 am one thzilouz Bianca more 
Then words can witneffe, or your thoughts can guelTe. 

Gre. Yongling thou canft not louc lo deare as I. 

Tra . Gray-beard thy louc doth freeze. 

Gre. But thine dot h f ric, 

Skipper (land backe, 'tis age that nourifheth, 

Tra. Butyouth in Ladies eyes that flourifheth. 

Bap. Content you Gentlemen, I will compound this fliife 1 
’Tis deeds mu ft win the prize, and he of both 
T hat can allure my daughter greateft dower, 

Shall hauc my BiancasXovtc. 

Say fignior Gremto , what can you allure her ? 

Gre. Firft, asyou know, my houfe within the City 
Is richly furnilhed with plate and gold, 

Bafons and ewers to lauc her dainty hands ; ’ 

My hangingsall of tir tan tapedrie; 

In luory coffers I haueftuftmy Crownest 
InCipres chefts my arras counterpoints, 

Coftly appareil, tents, and Canopies, 

Finclinnen, Turky cufliions boft with pearle, 

Vallens of Venice gpld, in needle worke : 

Pewter and braffe, and all things that belongs 
To houfe or houfe- keeping: then at my farms 
1 hauc a hundred milch-kme to the pale, 

Sixe. fcore fat Oxen Handing in my flails, 

Andall things anfwerable to this portion. 

My lelfeam llrcoke mystics I muftconfeffe, . 

And if I die to morrow tii is is hers 
If whil’ffl hue (he will be only mine. 

Tra. That only came welll in .• fir, lift to me,. 

I am my fathers heyre and oncly fonne, 

If I may haueyour daughter to my wife, 

lie kaue her feoufgs three or fouxe as good , ! 
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The Taming of the Shrew* 

Within rich Pifa walls t as any onc 
Old Silinior Gremto has in Paatta, 

Rcfides two thou land , Duckets by the yeerc 
Qffruitfull Land, all which (hall be her ioynter. 

What, haue 1 pincht youSigmor Gremto ? 

Gre. Two thoufand Duckets by the yeerc of land, 
My Land amountsnot to lo much in alls 
Thatlheftiall haue, befidcs an Argofic 

That now is lying in Marcellus roade: 

What, haue I choaktyou with an Argofic 

Tra. Gremto t ‘ tisknownemy father hath no lelle 
Then three great Atgofies,bcfides two Galliaffes 
•And twelue cite Gallies, thefe 1 will affurc her, 

And twice as much what erethou offreftnext. 

Gre. Nay, I haue offred all, 1 haue no more. 

And (lie can haue no morethen all I haue, 
if you like me, fhe (ball haue me and mine. 

Tra. Why then the maid is mine from all the world 
By yourfirtne promife, Gremto is out-uied. 

Bap. I muft confcffeyour offer is the beft. 

And let your father make her the affurance, 
Sheisyourowne , elfcyoumuft pardon me : 

If you Ihould die before him where ’s her dower ? 

Tra. That's but a cauill ; hee is olde, I yong. 

Gre. And may not yong men die as well as old? 

Bap. Well Gentlemen, lam thusrelolu’d. 

On fonday next, you know. 

My daughter Katherine is to be married : 

Now on thefonday following fliall Bianca 
BeBrideto you, if you make this affurance 
If not to Signior Cjremio : 

And fo 1 take my leaue, and thanke you both. 

(jre. Adieu good neighbour : now 1 feare thee not : 
Sirra, yong gamefter, your father were a foole 
To giue thee all, and in his waimng age 
Sccfootvnder thy table:tut, a toy. 

An oldc Italian foxe is not fo kinde my boy. 

T ra. A vengeance on your crafty withered hide, 

£cc 1 hauefac’d it with a card often % 

' Ea ” 


Exit) 


Exit* 
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